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with man's latest toys for smashing masonry and pulping flesh. Now they stared, with varying degrees of appreciation, at Michelangelo's masterpiece on the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel, at the Raphaels, the Laocoon and creative art in a multitude of forms and infinite range of colours. If they did not properly appreciate everything they were in good company.
It was Dickens who wrote: "When I see a jolly young waterman representing a cherubim or a Barclay and Perkins's drayman depicted as an evangelist, I see nothing to commend or admire in the performance, however great its reputed painter. Neither am I partial to libellous angels, who play on fiddles or bassoons for the edification of sprawling monks, apparently in liquor. ... I do honestly believe that there can be no place in the world where such intolerable abortions begotten of the sculptor's chisel are to be found in such profusion as in Rome."
The Pope held daily audiences for the allied troops, who, when I attended one, clumped in their hundreds into the Sala Regia with great wonderment but scant reverence. A great hum of conversation filled the ornate chamber, jaws worked on gum, cameras clicked—occasionally someone would drop his tin hat on the floor with a mighty crash. Four Noble Guards pushed a way through the throng to the dais, sweeping a path for His Holiness, whose frail, ascetic figure, in white vestments, dominated the uncouth with natural dignity.
It was not easy to obtain silence for the papal blessing. When this was achieved, His Holiness, speaking fluent English in a thin voice and with a pronounced foreign accent, said: "Dearly beloved friends, Providence has appointed us to bid you welcome and to greet you with all our heart's affection. We greet you, and we pray God, with all His love and mercy, may be with you always. We bless all you here, personally, and send our blessing to your loved ones at home."
Uneasy silence had fallen during this moving little speech of welcome. Then somebody began to clap. Others glareday storiesalists of all nations, typewriters, and the celebrations of stray G.I.s. Stunned by the uproar, mentally and physically exhausted, I sat down to write my first despatch about the entry into Rome. What was the world waiting to learn? Surely that         copy "queucing up" for its turn on the radio to ]
